A Subject

questions. Here, at this moment, I look at
my hand, my moving hand. I see it as the
slave of will, the prodigious garment of soul;
as a concourse of chemicals drawn together by
unimaginable forces ; as the heir of innumer-
able ancestors, paws and claws and tendrils.
I pore over the elevations and depressions,
the nails and the little hairs, the pits whence
the little hairs grow, the ribs and wrinkles of
the skin, never the same on any two human
hands. I think of chiromancy, and wonder
how began the human belief that a man's
fate was written on his hands ; who it was
named those thin, pink streaks and girdles
by the names of Life and Venus and Mars ;
and why so remarkable a doctrine should have
started if there was no truth in it. How
interesting it would be to pursue that specula-
tion, to meditate on it and to examine the
reflections of other men on it, of the ancients,
of* Paracelsus perhaps, of modern doctors.
The mind travels to Bertillon and Scotland
Yard ; to finger-prints on windows and wood-
work ; to greasy and bloody finger-prints;
to counter-detective work; to gloves. At
that word gloves, all the gloves in the world
soar into sight: velvet gloves, the gauntlet of
the King's champion, the glove that the
heartless French lady flung among the lions
for the seigneur to pick up, gloves to which
men have written songs, gloves of an ancient
fashion kept in lavender with faded letters,
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